ACT  I                 PRIVATE    LIVES
VICTOR : Did he start quarrelling with you right
away?
AMANDA : Within the first few days. I put it down
to the high altitudes.
VICTOR :  And you loved him ?
AMANDA :  Yes, Victor.
VICTOR : You poor child.
AMANDA : You must try not to be pompous, dear.
(She turns away.)
VICTOR (hurt):  Mandy !
AMANDA : I don't believe Fm a bit like u-hat you
think I am.
VICTOR :  How do you mean ?
AMANDA : I was never a poor child.
VICTOR :  Figure of speech, dear, that's all.
AMANDA : I suffered a good deal, and had my heart
broken. But it wasn't an innocent girlish heart. It
was jagged with sophistication. I've always been
sophisticated, far too knowing. That caused many
of my rows with Elyot I irritated him because he
knew I could see through him.
VICTOR : I don't mind how much you see through
me.
AMANDA :  Sweet.    (She kisses bim^
VICTOR : I'm going to make you happy.
AMANDA : Are you ?
VICTOR : Just by looking after you, and seeing that
you're all right, you know.
AMANDA (a trifle wistfully); No, I don't know.
VICTOR : I think you love me quite differently from
the way you loved Elyot.
AMANDA :  Do stop harping on Elyot.
VICTOR : It's true, though, isn't it ?
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